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for lunch at twelve and half an hour for coffee at three-thirty.
Breakfast was an undignified meal. From the knock-off to
the stand-to we had half an hour to get back from the
" plan " to the Biological Station a quarter of a mile away
across the bay, change out of our filthy overalls, wash, eat
breakfast, change into our whaling clothes again and get
back to the " plan." But often it was so warm at mid-
summer that we were able to work on the " plan " in the
fore-noon with only a shirt and trousers under our overalls.
At the end of January it began to rain and it rained through-
out February. Heavy grey blankets of cloud sat upon the
mountains, obscuring their upper halves and weighing upon
the spirit. It rained continuously and remorselessly. Gouts
and spates of water suddenly appeared, gushing in un-
accustomed places down the precipices. On the " plan "
everyone worked in oilskins and the paper on which we
made our notes pulped. We worked silently and some-
times lost our tempers. In March it blew. It blew so
hard that you could scarcely stand against it. It took the
waves off the little harbour and blew them as rain across the
buildings. It blew ships from their moorings on to the
beach. Frequently during March the five whale catchers
remained in harbour all day, moored to the jetty, because
the weather made it impossible for them to go out. In
April it began to snow again, not lying much at first, but
gradually lying longer and longer so that slowly the black
mountains took on their winter white. Whales became
fewer and fewer during these last months of the summer and
the days when we had no work to do on the " plan " and
when no flag went up on the coaling hulk became more and
more frequent. Towards the end of April it was seldom
that a whale came in at all, and early in May the whaling
station closed down. Then all the men, except a winter
maintenance party, went back to their wives and homes in
Norway.